_ WILUAM at EVE's 9, 


_ Containing ſeveral excellent 


NEW SONGS. 
1. William at Eve. HE. 3 2, FS 4 
2. Say, Bonny Laſs. r 

* Every Inch a Sailor. 2 
4. The Flowing Can. 2 | 
5. The Trim- Built Wherry. 

6. Fair Widow are ye Waking. 
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Licenſed and entered according ta Order. 


r e 
William at Eve's Garland. 


WW HEN William at eve meets me down by the N 
ſtile, u 
How ſweet is the nightingale's ſong, : 8. 
I confefs without bluſhing I hear him complain, And 
And believe every word of his ſong, — 


Tou know nor how ſweet 'tis to love the dear * 
ſwain, 0 
While the moon plays yon branches among. . 


How fain do I wiſh to chaſe ſunſhine away, IN 
Ye maments how flowly ye move, 
Give place envious day-light, haſte evening along, I 
I'm to meet the ſweet lad that I love. 
O joy paſt expreſſing, to hear the dear ſwain, 
While the moon plays yon branches among. 88. 


From the ſtile as we walk'd to yon neigh bour- Jn | 
ing grove, | 1 | An 
The Fain his love paſſion he preſs'd, 
He faid, my dear charmer to church let's repair, 
Your hand it will er make me bleit. 
How could I refuſe the dear ſwain his ſoft boon, 1 
While the moon plays yon branches _ 
b >> Al 
ie Say, Ba 4 Laſs. . * W 
AY, Boany laſs, will het, a barrack ? 


Wil you marry a ſoldier, and carry his wallet ? 
© yes | will do it aud think nothing ot it, | | 
A Soldier Pl marry and carry bis wallet, 


— 


. 


LA, 5 
But how would you part with your daddy 200 mammy, 


BWV ho kindly ſupports you, and tenderly cheers you ? 


the ['li neither take leave of my daddy nor mammy, 


7 | 
in, 


-ar 


But I will away with my ſoldier ladd 5. 


Say, bonny laſs, will you go a/campai ing, 
And bear all the hardſhips of battle and famiae ? | 
When bleeding, and faiating, O will you draw near me, 
Will you nurſe your poor ſoldier, and tenderly cheer me? 


O yes I'll go through all the hardſhips you mention, 
And ten thouſand more if you have th' invention, . 
Neither battle, nor famine; nor wars ſhall alarm me, 


wWhila I bave my Soldier, my dearelt, to charm me. 


O bonny laſs, in the heat of the battle, 
When men lay a bleeding, and canaons do rattle, 
While your ſoldier with enemies fierce is aſſailed, 


Your heart that's moſt tender, O ſure it will fail you. 


Not ſo, no ſuch danger ſhall ever affright me, 
To follow my ſoldier ſhall ever delight me, 

in battles fierce conflict I'll cloſey attend him, 
And cheerfully venture my life to defend him, 


Tous: Inch a Sailer. 
HE wind blew hard, the fea ran high, 
The dingy ſcud drew croſs the k&y; 
All was ſafe ſtow'd, the bowl was ſlang, 
When careleſs thus, Ned Haulyard ſung : 
A failor's life's the life for me, I; 
He takes his duty merrily; 
If winds can whiſtle he can ſing, A 
Still faithful to his tricud and Ring; 


| To ſtrike top- 


649 
He gets belov'd by all the ſhip, 
And toaſis his girl, and drinks his flip, 


Down toptails, lads, the gale comes on, 


gallant · yards they run; 
And now to hand cke ſail prepar'd, 


Ned chearful ſings upon the yard. 
A ſailor's life's, &c. 


A leak, a leak, come, lads, be bold, 
There's five feet water in the hold; 
Eager on deck fee Haulyard jump, 

And hark, while working at the pump. 


A failor's life's, &c. 


And fee the veſſel nought can fave, 
She ſtrikes and finds a watry grave, 
Yet Ned preſerv'd with 2 few more, 
Sings as he treads a foreign ſhore. 
A failor*'s life's, c. 


And yet unnumber'd perils paſt, 


ab On land as well as ſea at laſt; 
In tattets to his Poll at home, 


dee honeſt Haulyard ſinging come. 5 
A ailor's life's, e. 
But to poor Haulyard what diſgrace, 
Poll fwears ſhe never ſaw his face; 
bre her for a faithleſs the, 
4 nging goes again to ſea. 
A failor's life's, &c. 


„ 
The Flowing Cann. 
Sailor's life's a life of woe, 
He works now late now early, 
Now up and down, now to and fro, 


What then he takes it cheerly : 


Bleſt with a ſmiling cann of Srog, 
If duty call 


Stand, riſe, or fall, 
To fate's laſt verge he Il jog; 
The cadge to weigh, 
The ſheets belay, 
He does it with a wiſhz 
To heave the lead 


Or to cat head 
The pond'rous anchor fiſh : 


For r while the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 


We deſpiſe it to a man. 


CHORUS. 


We fing a little, and laugh a little, 


And — a little, and ſwear a little, 


- 


And fiddle a little, and foot it a little, wy 


And ws, the flowinge Cann. 


* 
* 
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If howling winds and roaring ſeas 
Give proof of coming danger, 

We view the ſtorm, our hearts at eale, 
For Jack's to fear a ſtranger; 


| Bleſt with the ſmiling grog, we fly, 


Where now below 
We headlong go, 
Now riſe on mountain's bigh ; 
Spite of the pale, 
We hand the fail, 
Or take the needful reef; 
Or man the deck © 
To clear ſome wreck, 
To give the ſhip relief, 
Though perils threat around. 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 
* deſpiſe it to a man. 
We ſing a little, &e. 


But you think not our fate is hard, 
Though ſtorms at ſea thus treat us, 

For coming home, a ſweet reward, 

With ſmiles our ſweethearts 

| Now too the friendly grog we quaff, 

Our am'rous toaſt, 

Her we love moſt, 


And gaily ang and laugh ; 


1 
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he 
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The fails we furl, 
Then for each girl 
The petricoat diſplay ; 
The deck we clear, 
Then three times cheer, 
As we their charms ſurvey ; 
And then the grog goes round, 
All ſenſe of danger drown'd, 3 
We deſpiſe it to a man. 
We ſing a little, &c. 


The Trim built Wherry. 
[HEN farewel my trim- built Wherry, 
Oars, and coat, and badge, farewel ; 
Never more at Chelſea Ferry, 
Shall your Thomas take a ſpell, 


But to hope and peace a ſtranger, 


In the battle's heat I'll go, 


There, expos*d to every danger, 


Some kind ball may lay me low. 


Then mayhap when homewards ſteering, 


[With the news my meſs-mates come; 


Even you the ſtory hearing, 
Wich a ſigh will cry, poor Tom! 


Ic 


Fair 


| Fair Widow are ye W, aking. 
\ Wha's that at my chamber door, 
Fair Widow, are ye waking ? | 


Auld carle your ſuit give oer, 


Your love lies a in tawking; 


Birve me the lad that's young and tight, 


_ Sweet like an April meadow; 
Tis fic as he can bleſs rhe fight, 
And boſom of a widow. 


O widow wilt thou let me in, 
I'm pawky, wiſe, and thrifty, 
And come of a right gentle kin, 
Im little mair than fifty. 
Daft carle, dit your mouth, 
What ſignifies how pawky, 
Or goude born ye be. but youth, 
In love you're but a gawkie. 


Then widow let theſe guineas ſpeak, 
That powerfully plead clink iu, 
And if they fail my mouth [1] ſteek, 
And nae mair love will think on. 

Theſe court, indeed, I main confeſs, 
I think they make you young, far, 
And ten times better can expreſs, 
_"AﬀeRtion, than "we tongue, fr. 
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